Tatled Heypo 


An iro Mashipao_Centric Zine 


Special Thanks 


Thank you so much to everyone who has supported 
this zine as well to all the contributors who participated in 
the creation of this zine! Due to all of your support and 
hard work, we were able to put together a zine to 
appreciate one of the more underappreciated characters in 
the fandom, Ojiro Mashirao! 

We hope that you enjoy the zine, and that you check 
out all the contributors of this zine as they are all amazing 
creators! 

Thank you for supporting this project until the end! 

-The Tailed Hero Mod Team 


Table of Contents 


Artists 


—= 


CONAN AWHN 


Birdy Bomb 
ChieDemoniac 
Navajja 
Esmeraldablazingsky 
Meilima 

Liz F. Caballero 
SaturnSickle 
Aida_was_here 
Paigy Loli 


. Squipkechi 
. AleckiScar 
. Rustywings 
. Pwip 
. Utatapyon 
. Ariririsu 
. Sapphiechan 
. Dazed-Squid 
. Art by Little Miss Luna 
. Silvergarneti2 
. Eri-elfie 
. Couriersart 
. Lily Breizh Art 
. Millasdemorales 
. Lvrnesart 
. Fedezionista 
. Sabainism 
. Vastments 
. Spooky_Klauser 
. Whysosearius (Collab with Aiviloti) 


Writers 
Aiviloti - How 1-A Found Themselves a Martial Arts 
Teacher (Collab with Whysosearius) 
Deafmic - Changing of Seasons 
BittyBug - The Best Worst Birthday 
Raygayraygay - Thank you, O-deshi! 
Mizushimas - What it’s Like to be a Hero 


Moderators 
SaturnSickle 
Aida_was_here 
MysteriousAcorn 
Grim 


Graphic Designer 
e Snowey 


ay 


ieoua 


44 / LON 
ENS | “eo 

aw) ae 

| ae! | 


/~ 
As] 


{ \ £56 AiG Vy > 
5 a 


ANS AY 


5 Vv 
S 
O 
> 
O 
<2) 
> 
<2) 
= 
~ 
(Up) 
& 
1a?) 
x< 
ce) 


How 1-A Found Themselves A Martial Arts Teacher - Aiviloti 


There was a sharp rap on the door, jostling Ojiro awake from 
slumber. Groggily, he checked his alarm clock, that displayed a 06:00 
and silently groaned to himself. It was his birthday, and also a 
weekend. As a treat for himself after all his hard work, he decided 
that he would let himself sleep in a bit, just for one day. 


That knock on the door had to go and toss his dreams out the 
window. 


Reluctantly, Ojiro slipped on a pair of slippers, and slowly trudged to 
the bedroom door. He opened the door, and to his surprised, it 
revealed ... no one. He scowled. Was it all a joke? 


“Who's there?” he asked, the grouchiness evident in his voice. Seeing 
not a single person in the empty hallway, his brain immediately 
supplied him with a suspect. “Hagakure, this isn't funny.” He 
snapped, then proceeded to shut the door and collapse back into his 
soft, warm bed. 


The door was stopped by a red box with a black ribbon on top of it. 


Ojiro was puzzled, but it was probably a smarter option to resolve 
the issue in his room, rather than the hallway. With that, present in 
hand, he swung the room door shut, but a faint pattering of footsteps 
didn't escape his ears before the clicking of the room door. 


The present was set on his desk, the bright colours standing out 
among the minimalistic setting of Ojiro's desk. He inspected the 
present with amusement, deciding that it was always an option to 
plop back into bed if whatever was inside was not worth his 
attention. 


The box resembled a typical gift box, made out of cardboard, coated 
in a shiny layer of red wrapping paper, and a black ribbon neatly 
sitting on the top. He slowly untied the ribbon and unwrapped the 


box, careful as to not damage the box, nor the packaging. He wasn't 
sure what he expected to find in a box like this at 6 in the morning, 
but it certainly wasn't a pile of shredded paper, with nothing on 
them. 


06:07, his clock showed, a good three hours before his alarm was due 
to ring. Whatever it was, he decided, could probably wait a few more 
hours for him to figure out. For now, he needed his beauty sleep. 


09:00 sharp, his dutiful alarm clock went off, waking Ojiro up. 


His eyes that were half closed from his yearn for sleep was about to 
give way the exact moment the alarm clock was snoozed, but a 
bright red box caught his attention. What's that? he thought to 
himself, but the earlier events came flooding back into his head. 


Excited, he sat up, the sleepy bugs from a moment ago vanishing into 
thin air. “That's right, I haven't figured out what that was all about!” 


He sat in his chair, running his fingers through the paper shreds to 
see if there was anything special about them. On them, a few words 
written in a neat, dainty handwriting was etched upon the shredded 
papers. “I must have missed it because of being too tired,” he mused. 


He chose one of the papers at random, curious what was written on 
it. “Read these in order!”, the note said. Taking a quick glance at the 
rest of the box, he guessed that all of the papers were probably 
numbered, and thus he began to spread them out on his desk, 
attempting to sort them accordingly. 


With effort, he sorted out those that actually had important 
information on them, and those that did not, then spread them on 
the the wooden tiles of his room. It truly was helpful that whoever it 
was that wrote the notes cared to number them, or it would 
probably have been a big pain to identify the sequences. Filtering out 
the useless that only said “Nothing here!” on them, he was left with 


ct 
=a 
io) 
nN 
io) 


Happy Birthday! 

Read these in order! 

There are gonna be a lotta decoys so have fun with these! 
Three steps to finishing your adventure and finding your 
gift! 

You have to find them in order! 

Treasure hunts! Isn’t that very cool? 

The first hint: Yeet yourself to the living room. You'll find a 
next tip there. 

Kaminari says hi Ou0 

Bakugou asks what the fuck we are doing :000 

And here’s the last of em! Happy hunting and happy 
birthday! 


+ + + + + > Ot HH FH 


Well, he thought. That’s coming off as a surprise. 


He hadn’t expected much people to even remember his birthday, 
much less come up with an intricate plan like this as a surprise 
birthday gift. I wonder what you lot have in store, he mused. I guess I'll 
have to go work it out for myself. 


If you thought the UA common room wasn't that big, and only 
existed as simple place for accomodation meant for 20 kids to hang 
out, you'd be surprised by how difficult it was to find the clue 
mentioned in the notes. 


Ojiro tried all the obvious places, like underneath the couches, 
behind the television, under the cushion of the couch, and more to 
no avail. As expected of a bunch of people trying to become heroes, he 
thought. 


Next, he tried all the other places he could think of, like underneath a 
table via Sero-phane, or used as a cushion for the foot of the table, 
but he was also unsuccessful. He badly wanted ask someone for help 
in the search, but no one was around apart from he himself. It was 


9:27am, which meant the early birds were already up and about, 

either out training, grabbing a bite or maybe even out shopping. 

Meanwhile, there were those people who sleep late and wake up 
hours past noon on weekends were still knocked out. 


One unexpected member of the class that could be sorted into the 
latter category was Todoroki, who despite being the kind of people 
to be tucked safely in bed by 10pm, simply cannot seem to wake up 
by 12pm unless forcefully removed from bed. Everyone knew how 
hectic a hero-in-training’s life was, and it was a mutual, unspoken 
agreement that one did not simply wake up another classmate unless 
it was a serious issue, like perhaps a stray cockroach that ventured 
into the kitchen, or a stray Mineta who ventured too near the girls’ 
bathroom. 


Ojiro went through the same places again but this time more 
carefully, in case something may have slipped his sight. Still nothing 
underneath the couch, nor behind the television, nor beneath the 
table, nor any other places he could manage to come up with. He let 
out a big sigh, and then sank in the sofa in defeat. 


The couch did not have its regular texture. 


Incredulous at the discovery, he unzipped the covering sheets of the 
couch cushions, and easily found an envelope inside. So this is where 
they hid it! I’m surprised I didn’t think of it sooner, though, he thought. 
He sighed once again, this time relieved that his goal was 
accomplished, and opened the envelope. 


“Congratulations! You found the second clue! I hope you didn’t spend 
too much time hunting for this, since it’s not like we buried it 
anywhere hard to find, right?” 


Yeah right, he bitterly thought, before continuing to read the note, 


“Clues are going to be straightforward, because we left this till the 
last minute and I’m running out of my daily ‘last minute brain juices’ 


quota. We left the next clue in the kitchen. If you thought this was 
going to be a full on treasure hunt where you find bits and fragments 
of the gift, waiting for you to piece together at the very end of it all, 
we're sorry but that's kind of out of our capabilities! Tata for now!” 


Ojiro swore he could hear Hagakure simply from reading the 
scribbled note. 


Paper in hand, Ojiro made his way to the kitchen, realising on the 
way it would probably be a pain to search all the cabinets, tables, and 
chairs. But then again, he couldn't stop the warm glow in his heart 
when he considered how touching the gesture from his friends was. 


Perhaps it was his shy nature, but Ojiro definitely did not consider 
himself to be one of those popular, charismatic guys, who had people 
flocking to them just because of how fun they were to be around. 
Sure, he wasn't jealous of Midoriya, Kirishima, Kaminari or anyone 
really, but once in a while, he couldn't help but think how nice it 
must be to able to charm your way into the hearts of those around 
you, and leave an impression. 


He was well aware of his plainness, and of how easy it was for him to 
blend among the crowd, to be forgotten. But being him, he also knew 
how much it could hurt to be someone who was always the 
background character, having not enough people you could count on 
when things came up. After one too many heartbreaking occurrences 
of being the last choice among those around him, Ojiro swore that he 
never wanted anyone to feel that way again, abandoned, forgotten, 
only ever considered when nothing else worked. 


In its way, you could say that's why he chose to become a hero. 


Ojiro set out to help all who seemed help, be it helping Tsuyu lift a 
heavy box, or helping Sato grab a whisk when he was baking, or 
leaving notes for a classmate when they weren't feeling too well. 
There wasn’t anything he wasn’t willing to do, as long as it meant 
helping out someone troubled. 


It wasn't right to do things for people expecting anything other than 
the satisfaction in return, so it was shocking to find out someone 
cared. This particular band of classmates, no, comrades, were not 
your regular batch of people who labelled you as a friend then 
proceeded to forget you until it suited their needs, and for that Ojiro 
was grateful. 


Ojiro proceeded to the kitchen, finding Bakugou and Kirishima there, 
bickering like always. Kirishima saw him immediately after he 
entered their sights and happily called out to him, “Heyo, Ojiro! 
Happy birthday man!” 


Taken aback by the sudden greeting, Ojiro froze for a moment before 
his lips slowly curved into a grin. “Thanks, Kirishima. You have a 
good day too.” 


Kirishima tilted his head over to the side just a little and asked 
quizzically, “What are you doing here so early in the day? I saw 
Midoriya and some others passing by just now. I think they were 
talking about you but it seemed like a secret so I didn’t pry.” At the 
last sentence, Kirishima broke into yet another of his familiar grins. 


Bakugou hit him on the head with a rolled up bunch of newspapers 
that conveniently happened to be in his grasp. 


Kirishima yelped and sprang away, and defensively asked, “What was 
that for?” 


“Isn't prying the exact thing you're trying to do right now?” Bakugou 
asked, giving Kirishima a narrow look. 


”I was just curious,” Kirishima pouted, his tone reminding Ojiro of a 
little child’s. 


Ojiro couldn’t help but laugh at the duo. “It’s alright, guys. I think 
Hagakure and some others are trying to plan a surprise or something 
of the sort for me. The clue I had led me here.” Realising the duo 


might have seen the whereabouts of the next clue, he expectantly 
asked, “Did you two happen to see Midoriya or anyone doing 
something suspicious here? Hiding something?” 


Bakugou spoke at once, triggered by the mere mention of Midoriya’s 
name. “That damn Deku is always sus-” 


Before he could go on, Kirishima’s arm shot out to cover Bakugou’s 
mouth, as he pleasantly said, “It’s right here under this table, actually! 
You can go ahead and get what you need then flee.” With a look at 
Bakugou, he added, “I'll hold this maniac down for you before he 
unleashes his wrath for poor Midoriya on you.” 


Gratefully, Ojiro found the paper where Kirishima said it would be, 
and took Kirishima’s advice to, well, flee, not forgetting give the two 
a quick “thank you” before leaving their sights. 


“Now we're going back to square one! XD” was all the note said. 
Square one, he asked himself. Whatever could that mean? 


He decide to go to the living room, considering that was where the 
treasure hunt started in the first place, but to his disappointment it 
was exactly how he left it. Racking his brains, he tried to figure out 
where “square one” could mean. For the second time in the span of 
less than an hour, he sank into the same sofa in defeat. He let out a 
yawn and rubbed his eyes, puzzled as to why he was so tired today. 
The memories of the morning flooded back to him, and he cursed 
Hagakure under his breath. “It’s nice and all, but did you lot have to 
initiate this plan of yours at 6am in the morning?” 


Then it hit him. 


Huh, he thought. The living room isn't where it all started, is it? He 
ran back to his elevator, wondering why he was such an idiot for not 
coming with it earlier. Damn, they made me trek around the entire 
place for nothing only to find whatever it is in my room? That’s kind of 


extra, guys. 
The elevator opened, revealing several familiar faces. 


What he could see though, was Kaminari, who cheekily appeared out 
of nowhere and tied a single red bow onto his tail, then slung a sash 
with “the protagonist of the day” etched upon it on him, then 
vanished as fast as he came. He could also see several presents 
hovering in the air. 


Ojiro was bewildered. “Where did Kaminari go?” To which, Hagakure 
solemnly replied, “He’s gathering everyone downstairs so that when 
we're done with you we can lead you downstairs and everyone’s 
going to sing happy birthday to you.” 


At a loss for words, Ojiro began to stutter. “I... | don’t... Thank you, 
guys.” His eyes were fixated on the green gift that bobbed in the air, 
as well as one with an All Might wrapper that he quickly guessed was 
from Midoriya. 


“No,” Midoriya said. “Thank you for being the one who visited me a 
lot, then even brought homework and notes over for me while I was 
stuck in recovery. This?” he gestured at the box with the All Might 
wrapping, “This is nothing compared to what you've done for us!” 


Uraraka nodded, then said, “Yeah, man! Thank you for that time you 
helped water all the 247 plants in the dorm although it was my job 
simply because you saw me getting a bit nauseous. And for that time 
you cooked for everyone to celebrate Bakugou and Todoroki finally 
getting their provisional licenses!” 


Ojiro gaped. “247 plants? You counted them all?” 


Uraraka had an indignant look on her face. “Of course I did, what’s so 
surprising about that?” 


In his ear, came a small whisper Ojiro identified as Hagakure, who 


said, “Thank you for being the first person to make me feel less 
invisible than I am,” and gave his hand a tiny squeeze. 


There was a tiny squeeze in his heart too, and he swore if he weren't 
so surprised he might have cried there and then. In return for the 
kind gesture, he was determined to do something for everyone, but 
he was only him. What could he possibly do? 


An idea came to mind, and that was how 1A found themselves a 
martial arts teacher. 


Changing of Seasons -by Deafmic 


When the leaves of fall darkened and fell, class A’s mood 
did, too. 

Mashirao watched it happen. The leaves grew orange, then 
red and brown, until they finally fell, dead and crumpled, from the 
branches of the trees. The air turned cold, the skies grey and 
overcast, the days darker and shorter. With each passing change, 
his classmates’ moods just seemed to change with it, in much the 
same ways. 

The colder the weather grew, the less his fellow students 
seemed to talk to each other. The more the leaves fell, the more 
their moods dropped. The darker the days, the more clouded his 
friend’s expressions were. Mashirao spent a lot of his time 
watching them, watching their faces, their reactions, looking for 
their anxieties and above all, searching for a solution, a way to 
make this all better, somehow. But the days went on, and the 
worse his classmates seemed to get. 

Mashirao had always been what he considered a quiet 
optimist. He kept his head down and just blended in. While he 
wanted to be unique and stand out, he found himself wondering if 
maybe this was better. Maybe it was better to blend in, as long as 
he wasn't forgettable. He’d managed to make a few friends in his 
class, though, and Mashirao was thankful for that. Except now, 
when he looked on those friends’ faces, he wondered what 
happened, what had gone on to make them look so upset, so 
distracted. 

One of those students, and perhaps the closest friend 
Mashirao had in the class, was Midoriya Izuku. 

Midoriya sat across from him at lunch right now, 
seemingly lost in his own thought. He hadn’t even so much as 
touched his food yet, though it’d been sitting in front of him for 
the past fifteen minutes. Mashirao had studied him the entire 
time, sitting diagonal to him. While he kept his gaze focused 
mostly on Midoriya, he had noticed that not many of the others at 
the table had seemingly noticed him lost in his head, and none of 
them had been able to completely pull him out. 


Mashirao watched people. He didn’t stand out much, and 
he preferred to watch his classmates and try to see if he could 
figure out what was going on with them. He watched Midoriya. He 
knew some of what had happened—that Midoriya and a few 
others in the class had gone on a mission to save a child with their 
mentors—but not much besides that. Midoriya was undoubtedly 
troubled. Mashirao or other students and teachers would usually 
have to call his name a couple times to pull him out of his head. 
He seemed distracted whenever they would talk. When he looked 
at him, he’d see Midoriya’s mouth in a nervous frown, his eyes 
faraway, as if he weren't even in the classroom. And it all worried 
him. 

That was the other problem. Mashirao didn’t mind 
blending in too much, but he was a bit of an empath. When the 
mood of the rest of the students, and his friends in particular, was 
down, it had a tendency to bring him down with it. Right now, 
watching Midoriya across the lunch table, the other boy staring 
down at his lap and still having not touched his food, Mashirao felt 
a heavy, gnawing weight in his chest, pushing him to do 


something, to say something, until he couldn't take it anymore. 

It was about twenty minutes after their lunch started. 
Midoriya hadn't touched his food. Mashirao had barely touched 
his. 


“Hey, Midoriya-kun,” He called out quietly, so as not to 
disturb the conversations of some of the others at the table. 
Midoriya didn’t immediately look up, seeming to have not heard 
him, so Mashirao tried again, “Midoriya-kun?” 

This time, it did work. Mashirao hadn’t wanted to have to 
kick him under the table and he wasn’t totally sure that he could 
even do that without interrupting the girls’ conversation. Midoriya 
slowly raised his head, blinking at him and glancing around, 
seeming to realize that it was still their lunch period. Mashirao 
just frowned heavier, feeling a flick of his tail in both frustration 
and concern. Midoriya had obviously been more checked out than 
he’d previously thought. 

“You haven't really eaten your food,” He pointed out softly, 
forcing a small smile. He just hoped Midoriya wouldn't notice how 


worried he was. It wasn’t just about him, either—it was about their 
entire class. They all seemed down and Mashirao just... couldn’t 
figure out how to bring the class morale back up, no matter how 
much he tried. “Are you alright? You're not usually so... 
distracted.” 

He paused, worrying even more that he’d offended his 
friend. But Midoriya didn’t look offended. He glanced down at his 
tray of food, and his eyes widened a little with the realization that 
Mashirao was right—the lunch period was almost over and he 
hadn’t even eaten a bite of it. 

“Oh, no!” He suddenly exclaimed, brows furrowing at his 
tray. “Thanks, Ojiro-kun. I didn’t even notice. How am I gonna eat 
all this before the period ends?” 

A little relief washed over Mashirao in waves, and the 
sinking, heavy feeling in his chest lessened. The smile on his face 
grew more genuine, and he let out a breath that he hadn’t even 
known he’d been holding. Both of them would have to rush to 
finish their food now, so maybe Midoriya would end up not feeling 
so alone. 

“Me, too.” He put on a big show of sighing and shrugging. 
“I guess time got away from both of us?” 

He was secretly hoping that he could spur Midoriya into 
talking to him a little. Mashirao would never pry him for 
information, especially if Midoriya didn’t want to talk about it, but 
maybe this could give him an opening to talk, and maybe this 
would give Mashirao an opening to listen and to help. 

Midoriya picked his fork up from off his tray, but he looked 
up at Mashirao again as he bit down on his bottom lip, hesitating 
for along moment before speaking, “Yeah... I’ve been a little 
distracted and everything. We went on that mission last week 
and...” 

He fell silent again. Mashirao watched his eyes flicker to 
the girls at the table, and then to the next table, where some of 
the other students sat. He studied him, and Midoriya’s face 
clouded over in thought once more. That was all Mashirao needed 
to know—he’d suspected that something had happened on that 
mission, and this only confirmed that. 


Midoriya didn’t talk again, instead looking back at his tray 
and half-heartedly dipping his fork into his food, though he 
seemed more intent on playing with it than actually eating it. It 
was fine if he didn’t want to talk more about it, though. Mashirao 
couldn’t blame him, even if he didn’t know what exactly had gone 
on. 

“You know, I bet Uraraka would love to help you with that 
food,” Mashirao joked and was more than a little proud of himself 
when it got a little snort out of Midoriya and a fervent nod of 
agreement out of Uraraka, who had heard her name. “I was 
actually wondering if you wanted to do something after school 
today, Midoriya-kun? It’d be fun.” 

If there was one thing Mashirao knew, it was that being 
with friends almost always helped. There was something about 
being with other people that made people happier, and Mashirao 
wanted to do that for Midoriya. After all, if he and the others were 
bringing Mashirao’s mood down, then surely he could do 
something for them to bring their moods up. 

Midoriya considered it for a moment, but then something 
dawned over his face, “Oh, I can’t today. I really want to, but... I 
promised Aizawa-sensei that I'd rake some of the leaves around 
the dorms this week. So, I have to do that... I’m sorry, I'd really like 
to. Maybe next week?” 

Midoriya offered him a small, shaky smile, and Mashirao 
just stared for a moment. Midoriya really did sound regretful, like 
he’d wanted to take Mashirao up on his offer. He still wanted to 
do something for him, even though he had a prior commitment. 

“Yeah,” He said instead, smiling brightly as a plan began to 
form in his head. “We can do it next week.” 


Of course, Mashirao wasn’t going to wait until next week. 
He wasn’t going to let Midoriya suffer in silence until next week. 

While Mashirao sat in the front of class, he tried to watch 
Midoriya as much as he could. He looked older, somehow, than he 
had a month ago. He still had the same round face, but there was 
something about that darkened, troubled expression of his that 
made him look older than a teenager in his first year of high 


school. Once he realized that, Mashirao had trouble focusing in 
class, sitting with his head leaned on his hand, thinking about his 
friend and all his other classmates, and how everyone seemed to 
be growing up a little too quickly. 

He was starting to think that maybe that was wrong. 
Maybe they weren't supposed to grow up this quickly. All his 
classmates were so unique. All of them tried to be mature and 
inspiring and heroic, like they were already pro heroes. Mashirao 
wanted nothing more than to become a pro, too, but he realized 
there was still a huge mountain of learning before they were 
there. Over two more years of school, internships, being sidekicks 
in agencies, helping other heroes before starting their own 
paths... there were years more of it. Today, Midoriya had seemed 
more troubled than any kid their age deserved to be, and 
Mashirao was slowly starting to realize the problem, even without 
having all the pieces to the puzzle as to what had affected their 
classmates so much. 

It was just that—they were high school kids. Kids, still in 
school, still growing and learning and maturing. They weren't 
adults yet. And they certainly weren't pro heroes. Yet, the world 
was treating all of them—everyone in the class, even 
Mashirao—like they were, and it was unfair. They were just kids, 
and sometimes it was alright to just blend in and be like all the 
other kids in the world, even though they were at the top hero 
school in the country. 

So... maybe all he had to do was show Midoriya that it was 
alright to still be a kid. 


By the time, school let out, Mashirao had a plan. 

He sat in wait. Though, that really meant that he stood 
around a corner and waited until Midoriya came out of the dorms, 
bundled up in a coat, scarf, and gloves, with a rake in hand, and 
started on the myriad of dead leaves on the ground. The wind was 
cold and it bit at Mashirao, and the sun hung low in the sky, 
almost ready to set despite it not even being dinner time. And 
then, he waited a few more minutes, so as not to suddenly jump 
out of the shadows and scare Midoriya. 


He waited until his friend actually started raking, and only 
then did Mashirao start to approach him, carefully stepping on a 
pile of sticks so Midoriya would hear him coming. As expected, 
Midoriya stood up straight, his back to Mashirao, and then slowly 
turned away, blinking curiously when he saw who it was. 

“Hey, Ojiro-kun.” Midoriya leaned on his rake, catching his 
breath after furiously working on the leaves for a few minutes. 
Despite his work, the ground was still covered in a sea of yellow, 
orange, and red leaves, all in various states of decay and covering 
the grounds in such a thick layer that the grass couldn’t even be 
seen poking through it. The wind blew, rustling the small pile 
Midoriya had gathered, and Mashirao suppressed a shiver. 

“Hi, Midoriya-kun!” Mashirao’s tail twitched in barely 
contained excitement. He glanced down, seeing that the gust had 
nearly destroyed Midoriya’s tiny pile. “Do you think I can help 
you? The rakes are right in that shed over there, right?” 

“Sure, if you really want to.” Midoriya looked undoubtedly 
relieved at the offer to help. “I don’t have to do all the leaves. Just 
the ones around our dorm.” 

“That’s still a lot,” Mashirao pointed out with a small laugh. 
He didn’t give Midoriya any time to respond, instead taking off in 
the direction of the shed with some of the landscaping tools in it, 
returning quickly with a rake of his own. MIdoriya did manage a 
small smile at him once he saw Mashirao was more than willing to 
help. 

“Thanks so much.” Midoriya sighed, some more of the 
tension clearing from his face and body, telling Mashirao 
everything was right on track. “Seriously, I had no idea how I was 
gonna do all this by myself.” 

They got to work fast. With the two of them, it was 
definitely easier. Midoriya hadn’t made much progress in the 
short while Mashirao had given him before coming up behind him, 
but with the two of them and a little more time, they were able to 
make a sizable pile fast. Though, he wasn’t sure if Midoriya was 
paying as much attention to how big their leaf pile got as 
Mashirao was. 


Finally, it was big enough. Everything had went just the 
way Mashirao had wanted it to. 

“Midoriya, watch this!” 

He didn’t give the other boy any time to react or respond, 
only allowing enough time for him to look at Mashirao. He’d 
backed up a few paces and as soon as Midoriya’s eyes were on 
him, he dropped his rake, took off in a full run, and leapt with a 
loud laugh right into their leaf pile. The leaves cushioned his fall 
with a loud thump and rustle, the pile all but exploding with leaves 
flying everywhere, Mashirao left laying on his back, arms spread, 
staring at Midoriya upside down as he giggled out the remainder 
of his laugh. 

For a moment, neither of them said anything. His laugh got 
louder though, picking up until he wasn’t able to contain it and 
then, like a miracle, Midoriya’s face broke out into a huge, genuine 
erin, and he started laughing, too, the both of them giggling as 
Mashirao lay in the leaf pile. 

“I want to try!” Midoriya told him before laughs, wiping at 
the tears in his eyes from breathlessness. The tension in his face 


and body was gone, and Midoriya finally looked like himself again. 
That just made Mashirao smile all the wider. 

He’d found a way to help his friend and show him that it 
was alright to still be a kid. Everything was going to be alright. 

“Tll rake them up again and then you can jump in!” 
Mashirao offered, slowly getting up to retrieve his rake. “We can 
take turns!” 


The Best Worst Birthday -by Bittybug 


May 28th sneaks up on him like a predator hunting its prey. The 
morning feels just like any other; uneventful and unimportant. That is 
until Ojiro sees the date and a single notification underneath on his 
phone’s lock screen. 


text from Mom, 8:02 am: 
Happy birthday, Mashi!! We’re all excited to see you later on tonight! 
Have a good day! ¥ 


The message makes him smile, tapping out a quick “thank you, see 
you later” in response. He sets his phone back on his nightstand and 
gets up to prepare for the day. The common room is 
uncharacteristically empty when he goes down to make himself 
breakfast, but he doesn’t think much of it. It’s still early in the 
morning; most of his classmates are probably still asleep. He eats his 
toast with red bean paste in silence and heads back up to his room 
when he’s done. 


He kills some more time working his way through a video game Sero 
had recommended him a few weeks ago. He’s been stuck on one 
specific chapter for days, and he can’t seem to figure out how to get 
past it. Frustrated and defeated, he searches for walkthroughs and 
finally makes it through after a few more hours. With the level finally 
completed, he decides to take a break. He checks his phone, but the 
only notifications are spam emails and suggested friends on social 
media. He can’t deny it makes him a little upset, not seeing anyone 
else from his class giving him well wishes on his birthday. 


But he can’t deny he didn’t expect it, either. His entire life, he’d been 
called plain, and it certainly didn’t change when he got into UA. It’s 
not an incorrect statement, after all. Compared to his classmates and 
their incredible quirks, he doesn’t stand out. His quirk isn’t flashy or 
cool, or even interesting; he’s just a guy with a tail. He’s easily 
forgotten. It’s not a stretch to think that his classmates forgot about 
his birthday. He shrugs it off as best he can and busies himself with 
homework. 


He finishes up all of his pending assignments and studies a little for 
the upcoming history test. Sitting and reading is starting to melt his 
brain a little, so he figures that’s a good place to stop for now. He sits 
back in his chair and looks at the to-do list he has on a sticky note on 
his desk. Homework is done, so he crosses that off the list. Under 
that is laundry. He turns and sees the currently overflowing basket in 
the corner of the room and grimaces. He’s been putting off laundry 
for too long, and he’s got the time now, so he has no excuse not to do 
ity 


He manages to pack all the clothes down tight enough to fit 
everything in one hamper, even if it is a little on the heavy side. He 
uses the edge of the basket to push down the door handle and pushes 
the weight of the clothes against the door to get it to swing open. He 
adjusts the load in his arms with a grunt and starts down the hall. He 
expects the hallway to be barren, so he’s surprised when he sees 
someone else: Kaminari. 


It’s not an unfamiliar sight since they're both on the same floor. What 
is an unfamiliar sight, though, is the frantic look on Kaminari’s face. 
He looks like he’s rushing around trying to find something he’s lost. 
The two make eye contact and Kaminari’s face grows more panicked 
before he forces out a painful smile. 


“O-Oh, hey man! What’s up?” Kaminari asks, stepping closer to Ojiro 
as he rubs the back of his head. 


Ojiro squints at him. “Looks like that’s something I should be asking 
you. What’s wrong?” 


Kaminari waves his hands in front of him, laughing. “Nothing! It’s 
nothing-- I mean! Nothing’s wrong, really!” 


Ojiro doesn’t believe him for a second and continues his walk into the 
hallway. “Whatever you say.” 


“Wait!” Kaminari stands in front of him, blocking him from moving 
any further. 


Ojiro sighs. “What? I have laundry to do--” 


“Do you, uh... Do you have to do it, like... right this second?” Kaminari 
interjects. “You can always do it later, right?” 


His eyebrows furrow and his tail flicks a little in aggravation. “Does it 
matter when I do my laundry? Why would I do it later if I can do it 
now? It’s not like the laundry rooms are scheduled, or anything, 
either.” He really doesn’t understand why this is such a big deal. 


Kaminari’s eyes go wide. “R-Right, yeah! But... Mineta flooded one of 
the washing machines! The floor’s covered in water, and they're 
working on fixing it right now!” He’s never been a good liar. 


Ojiro rolls his eyes and his fingers tighten on the sides of his laundry 
basket. Kaminari is obviously up to something, but he’s not in the 
mood to argue about it. He sighs. “Alright. I'll do my laundry later. 
Thanks for... letting me know about the laundry room,” he says dryly. 


Kaminari gives an awkward laugh and another forced smile 
accompanied by a thumbs up. “I’m sure it'll be solved in, like, fifteen 
minutes!” 


He nods and returns to his room, leaving the basket on the floor. He 
plants himself in his desk chair and leans back to look at the ceiling. 
His phone is sitting face down on his desk, but he doesn’t bother 
checking it. He knows there aren’t going to be any other 
notifications, even though social media reminds you when it’s a 
friend’s birthday. Looking at his blank lock screen is only going to 
make him feel worse. 


Fifteen minutes pass so fast, Ojiro is almost convinced his alarm clock 
is wrong; there’s no way that much time has passed. He checks his 
phone and, sure enough, the time on the clock is right. And there are 
still no notifications to be seen. He stands up and stretches, going to 
grab his laundry again. 


Just as he picks the basket up, though, there’s a knock at his door. He 
sighs and sets it back down, opening the door, revealing Kaminari 
standing in the doorway. Ojiro’s face goes flat. “Are you coming back 
to tell me it’s safe to do my laundry now? Or did something else 
happen that’s pushing that back even more?” 


Kaminari laughs and waves a hand. “No, no, it doesn’t have anything 
to do with laundry!” 


Ojiro quirks an eyebrow up. “Okay... What is it, then?” 


“I've got something I wanna show you in the common room! It’s super 
cool, you're gonna love it.” 


Ojiro exhales. He really doesn’t have anything better to do other than 
laundry. He shrugs. “Sure, why not.” 


Kaminari pumps his fist in the air. He smiles wide and leads Ojiro to 
the elevators. He’s a lot less stressed than he had been earlier that 
day. Now, the stress is replaced with excitement. He’s practically 
buzzing with more energy than usual. The ding of the elevator 
announces their arrival to the main floor, and Ojiro follows Kaminari 
toward the common room. Just as they’re about to round the corner, 
Kaminari jumps to the side and holds out his arms. 


“Surprise!” It isn’t just Kaminari’s voice he hears, but everyone in class 
1-A. He sees a few students from class B, too. The room is decorated 
with vibrant banners, bunting, and balloons. He’s frozen in place 
taking in the scene. Kaminari nudges him gently with a hand on his 
back. He smiles and walks further into the room. 


There’s a large cake with the words “Happy Birthday, Ojiro!” written 
on it in icing. Next to it, there’s a small table with envelopes and gifts 
wrapped in colorful paper. A big smile is plastered to his face. He can 
already feel his cheeks start to burn, but he can’t bring himself to be 
upset about it. Midoriya, with a party hat atop his head, steps up to 
him. 


“Happy birthday, Ojiro-kun! How do you like your party?” 
Ojiro chuckles. “It’s incredible. You guys did all this for me?” 


Midoriya nods with a bright smile of his own. He hands Ojiro a party 
hat. “Of course! It was Shinsou-kun’s idea!” 


A hand rests itself on Ojiro’s shoulder, and he turns to see Shinsou 
and his perpetually tired face. “Happy birthday.” 


“Wow... Thank you, guys... | don’t even know what to say...” He’s truly 
at a loss for words. “Honestly, I thought everyone had forgotten. No 


one sent me any messages.” 


Shinsou shrugs. “I told them not to. Figured it’d be better for them to 
say it in person.” 


Ojiro’s chest aches. His classmates put in so much effort to throw him 
a party for his birthday. He’d never be able to thank them enough. 


A floating form of clothes donned with a party hat stands in front of 
him. 


“Do you want to eat your cake now, Ojiro-kun?” Hagakure asks. 
“Satou made it all by himself!” Satou waves from across the room. 


Ojiro nods and smiles, giving a little laugh. “Yeah. That sounds great, 


Hagakure-san.” She takes him by the hand to lead him to the middle 
of the room. The party’s barely started, but he’s already decided this 
is the best birthday he’s ever had. 


Thank You, O-Deshi! -by Raygayraygay 


Mashirao was quite comfortable, perched on the hard wooden 


stool of the cafe he frequented. In the corner, in front of the store 
window, had become his regular spot to sit. The cafe owner was 
even kind enough to reserve it for him when his rounds were over. 
Perks of being a high-ranking hero, Mashirao thought to himself as 
he stared down into his bubble tea, contemplating sucking all the 
boba up and popping them in his mouth all at once, or simply 
drinking his tea like a normal human being. 


He was just seconds away from sucking up all that delicious boba 
when he felt a light tap on his shoulder - his boba popping party 
would have to wait. When he turned to see who had interrupted his 
drink, he was met with the wide and shining moss green eyes of a 
child, with an exasperated parent stood behind them. 


“Can I help you?” Mashirao asked as he looked between the pair. 


“y-You're O-Deshi right? The 27th hero in the hero rankings at the 
moment?” the child asked, words running into each other as they 
almost vibrated with excitement. 


Mashirao nodded in confirmation, “Ah, but off duty I’m calle-” 


“Ojiro Mashirao! Your 27th birthday was 2 weeks ago! I’m your 
biggest fan! It’s an honor to meet you again!” The child half yelled, 
causing their carer to sigh and shake their head. 


Mashirao chose to focus on the child at that point. He gave them a 
grin and nodded, “That’s right, my age matches my ranking at the 
moment, and it’s a pleasure to meet you... again?” Mashirao quirked 


his head to the side at that, his memory was never good when he 
was put on the spot like this. 


The child nodded enthusiastically, “My name’s Hano Haru! We met 
5 years ago on the 5th of December! It was when you fought Joki! 
The-" 


“Steam control villain!” Mashirao snapped his fingers and pointed 
at Haru as the memory flashed back to him a wash. 


The child - Haru -’s eyes somehow grew wider and sparkled at the 
recognition, of course Mashirao remembered them now. Afterall, 
the only reason he managed to take the villain out and into custody 
was thanks to their help. 


Mashirao had been on his way home from getting some small bits 
of shopping for dinner that night when he stumbled upon Joki. 


From the mark on his face, and the ball bouncing towards himself, 
it was clear that Joki had just been hit by a shot gone wrong from 
the kids playing in the field below. 


“WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU LITTLE BRATS?” Joki 
roared, steam already coming out of his head, “EITHER LEARN 
SOME AIM OR QUIT PLAYING WHERE YOU CAN HIT PEOPLE!” His 


hand shot forward, sending the steam from his head out to lash out 


at the group of children that were frozen in fear. 


Shit! Mashirao thought as he dropped his bags and started 
removing his coat, grabbing one of the bottles from his grocery 


shopping and flinging it at Joki with his tail - landing a hit square on 
the back of his head, “Hey! Why not pick on someone your own 
size!” 


Joki jolted to see who had struck him, steam dissipating away from 
the children thanks to the shock from the bottle breaking, head 
now bleeding, “Well well well, if it ain’t one of UA’s hero wannabe’s!” 
Joki snorted, rolling his eyes, “What are you gonna do, throw more 
shopping at me? Mr Tailman.” 


Mashirao bit his tongue to hold back a retort, now wasn’t the time, 
“All of you, run, now!” he shouted towards the children, causing 
them to scatter. He watched them run, however one seemed 
slowed, he almost went to help the child, only for a burning 
sensation to reach his tail, Shit! Joki! 


“Aww, what’s wrong Tailman can’t handle the heat?” Joki laughed 
as Mashirao pounced him, there was a reason he had evaded police 
capture for so long. Joki had mastered his quirk a long time ago, 


that’s why he was so sought after by villain groups. 


Mashirao growled as he reached for Joki’s wrist, only to be struck 
by a short burst of steam from Joki’s hand. Grunting, Mashirao 
rolled away, barely escaping another strike of steam. Only for his 
back to meet a tree. Damnit. 


Mashirao swiveled behind the tree to avoid a larger steam shot, 
only to stumble over a child. Double Damnit! Mashirao looked at the 
child and then up at the tree, nodding to himself as he hoisted 
them onto his shoulder and he swung himself into the tree. 


What it's Like to be a Hero -by Mizushimas 


“You're not as strong as everyone makes you out to be, Tailman.” 


The villain stood, seemingly barely phased by Ojiro’s relentless 
attacks, the only evidence of Ojiro having even touched them was 
a few bruises on their exposed skin. They were just as good, if not 
better than him at martial arts, and it was pissing him off to no 
end. His knowledge of martial arts tended to give him the 
upperhand in battles, as most people relied on their quirk-based 
skills to fight. His tail also helped him with his agility, and mixed 
with his gymnastics and acrobatics knowledge, he was close to 
unbeatable in hand to hand combat. 


He shot them an fierce, annoyed glare as he squared his 
shoulders. His mouth twisted into a humourless smile, and he 
placed a hand on the back of his neck. 


“Sorry to disappoint.” He said, tone cold and piercing, not at all 
apologetic. “Though I’m not here to impress anyone. Especially 
not you.” 


The villain laughed, shaking out their hands, their colourful quirk 
swirling up their arms, sinking into their skin and powering them 
up. “Hilarious, truly.” 


Ojiro barely had time to react, his tail pushing him sideways 
reflexively as the villain came at him in a blur, grazing his cheek 
with his fist. Ojiro made sure not to inhale as he sprung away, but 
he could still feel the villain’s quirk affecting him. For a few 
moments, his movements slowed, and he felt drowsiness 
overtaking him, though adrenaline quickly expelled that feeling. 
However, his split second moment of pause gave the villain an 
opening, and they kicked him in the chest, sending him skidding 
backwards. He coughed, a bit of blood dribbling from the side of 
his mouth as his tail propped him back upwards onto his feet. He 


Haru jumped in position before speaking, “It’s going great! I'm 
actually hoping to be a hero just like you one day!! It’s just...” Haru 
ceased their bouncing and instead scratched the back of their head 
hard, messing up the short white strands, “Choosing a hero course 
is hard enough and getting in... is even harder,” Haru sighed and 
starred at their feet, their previously seemingly endless bounds of 
joy all but gone. 


Mashirao bit his lip as he mulled over his options, but a thought 
came to him that he knew would cheer the kid right up. 


“Hey, Haru.” 


“Yes O-Des-, I mean Ojiro?” 


“How would you like to work alongside me, as a hero, when you 
graduate? Ah, but on one condition of course.” 


Haru’s eyes shot up to stare into Mashirao. “What condition.” 


Mashirao grinned, “You aim high, just like I did when I was a kid, I 
want you to apply for U.A’s hero course, get in, stay in, and 
graduate from that place, just like I did. Do that, and you'll have 
proved to me that you have what it takes to be a pro-hero.” 


Haru’s mouth hang open, but only for a moment, before it snapped 
shut and they nodded enthusiastically, “Pll do it! I may not be the 


best in my class for studies right now, but I promise you Ojiro - I'll 


graduate top of the hero course at UA.” Fists clenched, and 
moss-green eyes filled with fiery determination, Haru was taken 
out of the cafe. 


Mashirao smiled as he watched the child leave - yeah, being a 
high-ranking hero did have it’s perks. 


What it's Like to be a Hero -by Mizushimas 


“You're not as strong as everyone makes you out to be, Tailman.” 


The villain stood, seemingly barely phased by Ojiro’s relentless 
attacks, the only evidence of Ojiro having even touched them was 
a few bruises on their exposed skin. They were just as good, if not 
better than him at martial arts, and it was pissing him off to no 
end. His knowledge of martial arts tended to give him the 
upperhand in battles, as most people relied on their quirk-based 
skills to fight. His tail also helped him with his agility, and mixed 
with his gymnastics and acrobatics knowledge, he was close to 
unbeatable in hand to hand combat. 


He shot them an fierce, annoyed glare as he squared his 
shoulders. His mouth twisted into a humourless smile, and he 
placed a hand on the back of his neck. 


“Sorry to disappoint.” He said, tone cold and piercing, not at all 
apologetic. “Though I’m not here to impress anyone. Especially 
not you.” 


The villain laughed, shaking out their hands, their colourful quirk 
swirling up their arms, sinking into their skin and powering them 
up. “Hilarious, truly.” 


Ojiro barely had time to react, his tail pushing him sideways 
reflexively as the villain came at him in a blur, grazing his cheek 
with his fist. Ojiro made sure not to inhale as he sprung away, but 
he could still feel the villain’s quirk affecting him. For a few 
moments, his movements slowed, and he felt drowsiness 
overtaking him, though adrenaline quickly expelled that feeling. 
However, his split second moment of pause gave the villain an 
opening, and they kicked him in the chest, sending him skidding 
backwards. He coughed, a bit of blood dribbling from the side of 
his mouth as his tail propped him back upwards onto his feet. He 


could just barely see the villain smirking at him from a few feet 
away, and he could feel himself getting angrier at the thought of 
the villain getting any kind of joy from this situation. 


Ojiro growled subconsciously, his body automatically shifting into 
a fighting stance. Sweat dripped down the side of his face, getting 
into his cuts and making them sting. His muscles burned with 
exhaustion, and his hands ached too, his knuckles covered in 
bruises. His tail complained too, sore from his quick movements. 


He wasn’t going to give up, though. In fact, he was far from that 
point. The pain only propelled him to work harder and to save the 
people that were currently trying to escape around him. 


He stared the villain down, letting a challenging smile build up on 
his face before he motioned for the villain to come at him once 
more. The villain’s bark of a laugh was the last thing Ojiro heard 
before he pulled to the side, using his momentum to turn in a 
circle and jump, roundhouse kicking the villain oncoming villain in 
the face. 


They staggered back, almost falling to the ground from the force 
of the kick, their expression dazed and confused. Normally, Ojiro 
would've jumped at this opportunity, placing cuffs on the villain 
and successfully arresting them, but he was sure the villain wasn’t 
dazed enough to not try to use their colourful 
exhaustion-inducing quirk on him, so he kept his distance. Sure 
enough, the villain was coming at him again within a few seconds, 
the side of their face already forming a bruise that was close to 
black in colour. 


Ojiro jumped back, barely dodging their attack again. Utilizing his 
tail once more, he pushed off of it immediately and flew towards 
the villain. He hit his mark with ease, his shoulder slamming 
straight into the villain’s chest as he dug his elbow into their 
stomach, sending them both flying back. The villain made a 
choked, grunt-like sound as they made contact with the ground, 


wheezing in pain as the breath was knocked out of them. With the 
villain immobilised, Ojiro quickly flipped them onto their stomach 
before sitting on their lower back with all of his weight, knocking 
another grunt out of them. 


Above them, Ojiro grinned, shifting his weight as he pulled out his 
handcuffs, twirling them on his finger as the villain turned their 
head and glared at him helplessly, struggling to break free of 
Ojiro’s hold. 


“You're not as strong as the people over the transponder made 
you out to be.” Ojiro mocked as he secured the quirk nullifying 
handcuffs around their wrists. He got off of the villain, hauling 
them to their feet as officers began to approach to come and take 
them away. He watched as officers led them towards a car, and a 
somewhat relieved smile grew on his face as he watched the 
villain cooperate with the police. At least they wouldn’t cause 
them any trouble. 


As he watched the battered villain be pushed into a police car, 
Ojiro felt the softest of tugs on his hero outfit. He startled a bit, 
turning to see a child, no older than 12, facing towards him but 
not quite looking him in the eye. Rather, he was looking down 
nervously, almost like he was scared or intimidated by Ojiro. 
Judging by his facial expression, though, he could tell he was just a 
little more on the shy side. 


“H-hello.” The child started quietly, and Ojiro then noticed the kid 
was holding a notepad in his hands, along with a pen. “I-i, um...” 


Ojiro smiled in understanding, kneeling down to be at the same 
level as the kid. “Hey,” he replied gently, tilting his head a little as 
the child quickly glanced up at him before looking back down 
again. “Would you like me to sign that for you, kid?” 


The child nodded, holding it out to him shyly. An easy, closed-lip 
smile settled onto Ojiro’s lips as he took the pad. Clicking the pen, 
he started to write a little message, but paused halfway through 
his first few words. 


“What’s your name, kid?” He asked, resting the arm holding the 
notebook on his knee, twirling the pen in his hand 
absentmindedly. The kid flushed a little, and Ojiro could barely 
hear his answer over the noise around them. 


“I'm Tsubasa.” 

Ojiro nodded, holding up the pad again and continuing with his 
message before ending it with his signature. He handed the pad 
and pen back to Tsubasa, the same easy smile on his face from 


before. 


“Thank you...” the child said softly, finally looking up at Ojiro with 


big, blue eyes, pressing the pad and pen close to his chest. 
“Y-you're my favourite hero, and it was really cool to meet you 
and watch you fight.” Ojiro could hear the confidence seeping into 
his voice with every word, and when he looked up at him, giving 
him a smile, Ojiro felt his heart melt a little bit. 


“It was cool to meet you too, Tsubasa.” he replied sincerely, rising 
to his feet. He glanced over his shoulder to see an officer patiently 
waiting to take him back to the station so he could file a report on 
the villain he’d defeated, and sighed a little. “I think I gotta go now 
though, I’m sorry to say. Have to get back to hero-ing and stuff.” 


“I understand. Thank you again for taking the time to talk to me.” 
Tsubasa said, bowing respectfully. Ojiro nodded, bowing slightly 
as well. 


“You're a cool kid, Tsubasa.” Ojiro said, reaching out and ruffling 
the kid’s hair gently. “You'll make a great hero someday.” 


Tsubasa brightened at his words,and Ojiro saw the wings under 
his shirt lift a little bit as he did. “Thank you so much, sir! That 
means a lot to me.” 


Ojiro smiled, holding out his hand in a fist. “Just remember to 
spread your wings and let yourself soar, okay kid? Don’t let 
yourself, or anyone else, hold you back from becoming the person 
you want to be. Don’t hide your wings- use them to better 
yourself.” 


Tsubasa smiled, bumping his fist with Ojiro’s. “I won't! I promise!” 


Ojiro grinned, ruffling Tsubasa’s hair once more before walking 
away, waving back at him as he went. He turned forward after a 
few moments, and nodded to the officer, thanking her for waiting 
patiently before getting into the car. He let out a relieved sigh, 
slumping down a little in the seat as the officer got into the 
driver’s seat. 


“Cute kid.” She commented as she started the car. He hummed, 
looking out the window and waving to a few people who were 
trying to get his attention as they began to make their way 
towards the station. 


“Yeah.” He nodded, eyes searching the dispersing crowd. He 
spotted Tsubasa walking down the street away from them with 
who Ojiro could only assume was his mother, and a smile slid onto 
his face when he realised he could finally see his wings coming 
out from the back of his shirt, waving and flapping a little in the 
breeze. “He really will become a great hero some day.” 


“Tm sure of it.” 


